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A sallor's yarn you'd like to have ms apin?
Bit down, shipmate; here, off Nantucket
cunst

1 wan the Capiain of the Abel Gwynn
That stormy year the Mary Loe wus loss,

Her Captuain's name was Willlam ’llnm'y
Court,

A gallnnt and a careful skipper, too;
1 saw tho ship welgh anclior and cldar

le"ll't-
And bear away along the heaving biue,

Far out at sea sho stond, the Mary Loe
A whaler rigged and from this harvor
n
With il sail spread from the cold northern
BOn;
A good ghip—aye, and timbers staunel and
sound.

But that wis more than twenty yoars ago
And old Nantnekat town Wll?ll}ﬁ‘v'bl’ I‘E“;.'

Across the distant billows rising slow,
The topmast of the good ship Mary Lee.

Aya! aye! that little woman walting there?
he skipper's wife—~how fast she's getting

gray,
Brown ns s autumn onk-lent was her halr
The morning that the Mary salled away.

Bl ;?3“ here ev'ry morning with that
8,

(Sh;znm in her right mind, ‘twizt you and

And w;:u;- the ships come In, the poor old

LELN
Stands watehing for the bonny Mary Lee,
—Inter-Ocean,

DISGUSTED WITH THEM.

A Btrong-Minded Lady Airs Her
Views on “Shopping Women."”

The strong-minded Indy was sipping
chocolate in one of the little lunch re-
sorts in Sixth avenue. Her lip curled
with scorn as through the windows she
beheld the crowds of ladies shopping
with all their heart and sonl and might,
a8 though they had been brought into
the world for no other purpose and fully
intended to earry out their mission. The
strong-minded lady was disgusted. The
young girl who sat at the table with her
tried her ntmost to dissipate the gloomy
clonds which hovered so parsistently
over her intelleetusl companion.  The
effort was futile. The strong-minded
lady declined to be anything but dis-
gusted.

“Don't tell me that such a condition
of things is normal,”" she said, as a
group of ladies more encrgetic and
chattering with more volubility than
any she had previously seen passed be-
fore the wim‘ow‘ “I tell you itis noth-
ing of the Kind. Those ereatures there
are for the time being puppets, dolls, or
anything you like. Women I decline to
onll them. Look at them rushing mud-
ly into the stores as thongh their lives
depended upon the aet.  What do  they
want? Intellectuality to entertain their
husbands?  Funds of information to
wimuse their fathers?  Attractive little
devices fo keep their brothers at home?
No. Six cents' worth of ribbon to
match a bonnet, half o yard of plush to
cover o hat designed to excel one they
have previously seen, or some material
from which to make a dress for sum-
mer, though summer isn't nearly here.
Pshaw!"

The strong-minded lady viciously
drained her enp of clocolate, ordered
another in stentorisn tones, and tnrned
th her youthful companion with re-
newed vigor. A shopping woman,”
she said, **is an abnormal condition of
womanhood induced by the absurdly
rupid civilization of the times. 1 have
for the past six years studied the phe-
nomenon of shopping, and 1 may say,
s the result of my studies, that the
chronie shopper is afflicted with u spe-
cies of insanity. She can not help her-
self.  She is determined to shop, come
what may. It is as mueh a part of her
daily work as eating or drinking. Lot
me cite the ease of an aunt of mine,
which I diagnosed for my own benefit,

Dirust you will allow e lo
quote in o wedieal manner. Lizzie C.,
my aunt, daughter of n very estimable
gentleman, married when o '\'ulllli‘; girl,
and mixed in the best society, She de-
spised frivolity, had written o series of
ible stories for her chilidren, was always
ready to preach against the foolishnese
of girls, and was generally considered a
model wife, id somo timo in  her
fiouse about the year 1878, and noticed
that her husband’s business scemed in
bail way, and that there was some
poucity of funds. Lizzie C., my sunt,
consequently felt herself obliged to ve-
duee expenses and to buy everything of
the chieapest. A frantic desive for bur-
going came upon her. She would rise
at an early hour of the morning and at-
tend sules which she had seen adver-
tised, though there was absolutely no
necessity that she should do so. ‘I have
had such a tiring day, dear,” she said to
wie: ‘1 have been at the store since nine
o'clock this morning. It's extremely
fatiguing. But1 am pleased to say
have bonght some wonderfully cheap
goulds. They are simply remarkable.
ok here.”  She produced a parcel, un-
folded it. and placed upon the table what
to my horror I recognized as black orape
oollars, cufls and bows.

My dear,” said I, in amazemont,

‘what did yon make those wretched
urchnses for? I'm not superstitious,
it T don't like to see youn buying crape
whin you don’t need it

““Yon goose,' sald Lizzie, lnughing,
‘they only cost a trifle, and I intend to
km-r them until I go into mourning.
Perhaps 1 shall never have such a chance
again.  And you never know when
you'll require them.' Now," said the
strong-minded lady, energetically, “do
vou call that the act of a sane woman?

fy dear child, her intellect had been
touched by her husband’s misfortunes,
thongh no one recognized that fact but
myself. Her doctor always said that she
was the healthiost and most elear-minded
woman he had ever seen.  She reminds
me of the fietitious case of Mrs. Smith,
which isn’t half as ridiculous as you
might think at first. Mrs. Smith went
to u sale and saw a very cheap door-
plate with the name, “Mrs. Jones," upon
i, She bought it. My dear girl,’
said a friendto whom she spoke of her
lnu'. hase, ‘what did you buy that use-
ess thing for? It's not useless,” said
Mis. Smith, indignantly. My husband
tuigi:t die and f might mar'r)’ a man
nanig Mr. Jones.  And it's awfully
cheap. "’

“But don’t compare those sensible
Indies shopping on Sixth avenne to the
eranks you have just mentioned.' sid

she youthful listener, gravely.

1 st

“The principle is the same, dear—the
principle is precisely the same,” said the
strong-minded lady, emphatically. *“But
to continue with my Aunt Lizzie. One
day she came home with s huge pink
sheet, which she had folded into as
small a compass a8 she possibly could,
and stuffed under ber sealskin jacket.
‘Look here, Philip,’ she said to her hus-
band, ‘isn't this a deliciously cheap
thing? Fancy! J only paid a penny
per yard.”

“What's it for?" sald Philip, with o

unt. *I don't see what the use of it is,

t may ba cheap, but what's it for?

< Wall, dear,’ said Lizzie, meditative-
ly, ‘I don't know what it's for, I'm sure,
but it would have Been a perfect sin to let
it o by at such o ridiculously low price.
It'l eome in useful some time,'

“She had o wardrobe,” continned the
strong-minded lady, “perfectly full of
romnants she had bought at sales and
subsoquently made into dresses. Some-
times ghe kept the remnants for yeare
before she had them made np. The
weroe consequently most old fashioned,
and frequently I finve heard people say:
‘There is Lizzie with one of the dresses
Nosh's wife wore when she eame out of
the ark." In other points my aunt was
perfectly sensible, She could talk poli-
ties like a professionnl politician, was
woll versed on the liternture of the day,
and entertained friends in a graceful and
charming manner. But to see her rise
at an early liour of the morning and go
off to a sale at the same time her hus-
band left for business, not to return un-
til he did, late at night, was a heart.
rending speetacle. couldn’t reason
her out of such procecdings, though I
tried my hardest’ to do so. She was
quite obdurate. I suppose you know,”
continued the strong-minded Indy, “that
bargain-hnnters are really the most un-
worldly people living. A Indy, let us
sy, onh obtain o certain article at Har-
lem for fifty-two ecents. Very good.
She hears, however, that in ',['wnul}’-
third street the same thing id gold ul
forty-eight cents, At once she jumps
up and goes down town.  She pays ten
cents to the elevated road for her jour
ney down and ten cents for her return.
But she says: ‘Lhave got what 1 wanted
for forty-eight cents, while at Harlem it
would have cost four cents more.” She
has positively no idea that the article in
reality hns cost her sixty-eight cents,
$he would laugh at you if you were to
endeavor to convinee her of that fact."

*She's an exception,’” said (he young
sompanion, with a smile.

“Don't you believe it,"" commanded
the lady of the vigorous mind, almost
stirring the bottom out of the cupwhich
contained her chocolate. *‘She's no ex-
coption. I don’t say, cither, that she's
the rule, but I assert that ehe represents
8 very large class of bargain-hunting
Indies. I should recommend 4 complete
course of logic us o remedy of what I
must consider as an nbnormal state of
mind., Doctors may say what they like
about’ female foibles, but 'm a female,
and I know what those foibles should be.
I suppose you have never heard that
there exist ladies who make it a part of
their daily duaty to visit the principal
stores of the city, look at quantities of
goods, nnd never buy a cont's worth, 1
assure you that's a fact. Somo of the
big stores here have made that discovery,
and have, moveover, by enguging the
services of keen-oyed and obscrvant
shop-walkers, so arranged things that
these Indies become known to the sales-
men, who consequently decline to waste
their time with them. JIn a large
Twenty-third street store the other day
I waus told that whenever one of thess
ladies comes into the establishment the
shop-walker conduoots her to the desired
counter, savs to the salesman the word
‘oave,’ which, of course, you know,
dear, means ‘heware,” and leaves her,
satistied that she will not remain very
long in the store. When a salesman re-
coives o ‘cave’ customer he at onee de-
clares that the article she desires to sco
is ‘sold ont," and won't by in stock again
for a long time."

“Well, what do these women mean by
such aimless shopping?™

“Why, my dear, it's a cheap enter-
tainment. You remember Jonas Chuz-
zlowit, who used to visit the ontsides of
theaters and the insides of churches be-
eause they cost nothing. Well, the same
principle s involved in this aimless shop-
ping business.  OF course it is an ont-
rageous thing to do, but you know there
are lots of gwnph- who will do outrageous
things, and think nothing of it. Itusual-
ly takes a couple of months before a
‘cave' customer can be satisfactorily
distinguished, this city being so large
that sﬁ:' can divide her unprofitable pat-
ronage among many stores, These la-
dies generally carry sachels, and have
all the appearance of the most inveterate
shoppers. They make minute inquiries
as to the goods they are inspecting, and
always turn away with the words, sor-
rowfully uttered: ‘This is not exactly
what I want. How extremely annoy-
ing.' And," continued the strong-mind-
ed lndy angrily, as she paid the waiter
for her chocolate, and in her deep ab-
straction forgot to “tip" him, *‘you read
of the ]puor wretches who are tuken to
the police station becanse they are said
to be disorderly in causing annoyances
in the public streets? have seen a
poor little banana-seller captured by a
policemnn, and numerous others who
are endeavoring to make a livelihood,
becanse they have forgotten the rod
tape which must be employed in the
act. But think of these women—these
obstructions to honest purchasers! They
may flonrish and they may do as they
like—."

“Weli, how could any one prevent it?"
asked the girl, impntiunti{v.

“] don’t say they could,

my dear—I

speaking of the injustice of things—
how everything favors
nothing the poor. The inveterate
nuissnce. She can't explain her busi-
ness satisfactorily. It was all very well
for Longfellow to make hiz namby-
pamby issa exclaim: ‘I can not
reason; 1 can only feel.” We want
reasoning, logical women nowadays.
| None of your milk-and-water nonenti-
ties for goodness sake. Look at
them! Look at them!" continued the
strong-minded lady. staring irately at
the unconseious shoppere. “Oh, my
sex, that you should have come to
| this!
road,

and pursue the side strects,

| where our eyes will not _be offended at ‘

every step we take.""—N. ¥. Sun.

don’t say they could T am simply |
the rich and |

shopper is, in my opinion, a positive |

Come, my dear, let us cross the |

MINE VAMILY

Dimbled scheoks, mit eyes off pine,
503&[&% lt‘: !rltl’.': ui.of.sil m!;l dow,
u © teoth shus In" drooe
Dot's dor lallt»y.m‘7

Curly head, und full off gles,

Drousors all oudt at der kneo—

He vis peen blnying horse, you gee
Dot's little Yawuob,

Von hundord-geexty in dor shade,

Der oder day ven ghe vas velghed=

Bhe beats me soon, T vas nvraid-—
Dot's mine Katrina.

Bare-footed hed, und
Mit
Fons

ody stoudt,

rooked legs dot vill bend oudty

off his bler und sauer kenut
Dot’s me himself,

Von sohmall young bnby, full of fun,

Von leedle prite-eyed, rogulsh son,

Von fran to greet vhen vork vas dong
Dot's mine vamily.

RosToN, Mass —ilerr Editar Boston (Globa:
Der abofe blece of poultry aboud mine vam-
ily vas wridden for der Detroit Frofe
some dime wgo, und would you pelief it
off der oldt lndy, mine moder-in-law, don'd
feol so pad, righd! nvay, to dink she vas lefd
oudt In dor coldt, dot T nefor henr de Nrsd off
It effer sondse; und so ush der holidays vas
coining along, in der schveer pooty soon,
alﬁwl]\'. I dink to minesellnf® dot 1 sehust
wride her oup for a Christmas bresent, und
#o I sond der englosed lines mid fllusdradions
by mine oldt friend * Doz, who firsd dressed
oup mine *Loedle Yaweob Bivauss™ for dor
noosehabera. Yours respectably,

YAWCOD BTRAUES.

MINE MODER-IN-LAW.

Dhere vas many qvecr dings m dis land off
der free,
I neffer conld qyite undersiand;
Der beoples rlh(-f' all seem so dealrent to me
A# dhose In mine own fudorland,
Dhoy rvotx hlendy droubics, und indo mishaps,
Mitond der loast bt off n causo;

Und, vould vou pellef id? dhnse menn Yangee
chapt,

Uhey fights mit dhelr moder-in-laws!

Bhust dink off u vhite man so vioked as dot!
Vhy not gife der oldt lndy & show?
Who vas id geds oup, ven der nighdt d vas

ot,
Mit mine baby, 1 shust like to know!
Und dhen in dor vinter vhen Katrine vas slok,
Und der mornings vas shnowy und raw,
Who make righdt avay oup dot fire so qvick?
Vhy, dot vos mine moderin-law.

Id vus von off dhose voman's-righdts vellers,
I been,

Dhere vas nodings dot’s mean aboudt me:
Vhen der oldt lady vishes 10 run dot masheen,
Yy, I shust lots ber run @ you see

Und vhen dot shly Yaweob vas outting some
dricks

(A block off der oldt chip hie vas, yawl)
Eef she goes for dot chap like some dousands

ol brlnu‘
Dot's all righdt! She's mine moder-in-law.

A

\ 3

\\\\

Veek oudt und veek in, 1d vas alvays der
gam

2,
Dot voman's vas Doss off der house:
Budt, dhen, neffer mindt! 1 vas glud dot she
olme,
fhe vas kind tomine young Yaweob Strauss,
Und vhen dhere vhas vilter to get vrom der
shpring
Und fire-vood to shiplit oup and saw,
Bhe vos veleome to do M. Dhere's not nny-

ding
Dot'st too good for mine moder-in-inw,

I !
=, F. Adivne, i Bostan Glolw
A HAPPY DIVERSION.

How & Rather Pecullar Man Hept Him-
selfl in Good Huomor.

“I took dinner with a peculinr man the
other day,” said the Beeretary ol Btate.
“1 had known him lor & long time, but had
nover noticed anything strange abont him
until the otherduy, When we sat down
to dinner, Colonel Hackett—my friend’'s

miume—cnlled his servant, a large negro,
and snid:

“IRobert please bring us some bread,
and, oh, Boh, you've forgot the soup!
Bring it, please, and you will place me un-
der o many obligations. Ah, hold on,
Bob. You have forgotten to give my
friend a plate. Plense bring him one,’

“When the servant had retired to exe-
cute the humilinted appenls to his gener-
osity, I turned to my friend and said:

‘OColonel, you astonish me. I have
ever taken you to be & man of great firm-
niss,

oI am.

Then why are you so servile in asking
your servant to do anything?’

‘i Revenge, my dear sir,’

“iRevenge!' 1 repeated, in astonish-
ment.  ‘Why, I don't understand you.'

AWl 1D tell you. Do you see that club
over the mantol-piece? Well, T hall be ob-
sequious to that fellow until he owns the
place, then I ghall snatch down that club
nnd knock him heela over head. Nothinglike
it. Tdonll my servants this way, and I
onjoy mysell bettér than any man in town.
11 T hadn't hit upon this plun T would have
heen dead by this time, Wait 0 minute—
here he pomes.'

“The fellow looked sullenly ot us and
doggedly put o plate in front of me.

WAOh, Bobbie," said the Colonel, ‘there is
no vinegar on the table. I should estesn
it o great favor il yon were to get some,
Oh, don't frown atme that way, Bobbie.’

“The servant made a disrespectiul re-
mark. The Colonel jumped up, seized his
club and struck Bob an awiul blow—
knocked him through & window out into
the yard. The Colonel's fnce wore an ex-
prossion of Eupreme happiness.

vioNowwe'll eat dinner,” said he, resuming
his s=at. “If T hadn't struck upon this
gource of innocent diversion, I might have
been in my grave. You see when 1 oringed
to him it was humiliation, but when 1
knocked him into a figure five it wos re
venge, Now, [ must go out after dinner
and get another man. At first he will tell
me that he would rather work for me than
for any man he ever saw. After awhile,
when my kindness becomes more plain, he
will become neglootiul; and, after awhile—
&8 vou have witnessed to-day—he will be-
come insolent. No, sir, I don’t know what
would have become of me had I not struck
l;[n.m this happy diversion.' "—Arkansaw

aveler.

Double Back-Action Volubility.

The San Francisco girl of 1886 ie prinei-
pally remarkable lor her ability to express
herself with a double back-action comvina-
tion of conciseness and volubility. Shehas
a clever trick of economiging time and space
by running two or three words together,
Bhe never panses for the ordinary obstruc-
tions of grammar, and when clear, compre-
hensive English fnils her, she instantly ro-
sorts to words of her own coinage. The
T. C. offers as an exampie the following in-
tercepted conversation: “'Lo! Whereyer-
goin?" “'Lo! Jus downear to the dress-
maker's," Y Dressfinisht?”  * Mm—mm!
Not quite; ‘sgointube lovely.” * Howshi-
makinit? “Oh! 1 dunno; little jiggers
down the front and pleatinsroun the bhot-
tom—sorter sprangly effeet. Musturry—
goodbve!"—Sun Francisco News-Letter.

s&n_;-ul-r (‘a_tnrldne-e.

In a city not more than a thousand
wiles from Ban Antonio, a local clergyman
rented a house for a dwelling that had
formerly been o gambling house. One
night two young men of his congregation
knocked at the door, and, to their horror,
their pnator opened the door. Thiy fed
in dismay. And now be goes about telling
everybody he has strong hopes tHst the
two young men will yet muster up
conraggto study lor the ministry, while
they take the pillars of the church aside,
and wh “He! He! H! Where do
you think we saw FPamon —7 Why,
around at John Smith's gambiing room
bucking at moute. Who wouki haw
thonght itY

The Sunday offertory has oeguu to al

£ al l'!“ Texas Siftings

PITH AND POINT.

—“Do you wish to be my wife, Ma-
bel?" said a little boy. **Yes," incau-
tiously answered Mabel. *“Then pull of
my boots.""—Pall Mall Gazetle,

—A man who is willing to hold the
bal{ly art of the time and grease the
griddle in the morning is, in woman's
eye, the only substitute for cash.

—*‘I've eaten next to nothing," lisped
Smithers, who was dining with his girl.
“Oh, I always do that when Isit by
you,” responded the young lady, pleas-
antly.—Sam.

—*Give us the ballot-box," is the ery
of but very faw of the fair sex, while the
rest of our feminine population is eon-
tent with bein nl[uwcs to frequently
stufl’ the band-box.—Philadelphia Her-
ald.

—It is said that “an Ohio' mwan
lanted the first American flag in Cali-
ornia soil in 1833."" Whether it grew

or not is not stated; but we suppose of
course it did. They have a glorious
climate out there, —Lowell Citizen.

—A man in Northampton County
went to ulen}) in an engine house, us-
ing a box of dynamite for a pillow.
When he awoke he found his head
blown off. It must have been a pain-
ful surprise to him.—Norrislown Her-
ald.

—Innocence Out of the City,—**I wish
you'd let me go to the city with you,
Charlie, dear," said a young wife to her
husband, who is on the Stock Exchange;
4T should so like just for once to take n
stroll through the money market."'—N.
Y. Ledger. :

—Mr. Middlenmias met three tramps
this morning: to the first he gave five
cents, to the second ten cents, and to
the third ten cents—what time was it?
All give it up? Want me to tell you?
Why, it is easy to see what time it was
—a quarter to three.”'—N. ¥. Tndepend-
ont.

~—Nothing mukes a man fecl the
value of an economical wife so much as’
when he finds that the hundred dollars
he had given her to buy Christmas
presents with has been invested in pay-
ing her dressmaker’s bill and buying
him a corn-cob pipe.—Fall iver
Herald.

—Wife—"Aren't you going to eat
your pudding, dear?™ Husband (pok-
ing it disparagingly with his spoon)—
“I woulll1 kill me to eat that mess of in-
digestible stufl.”  Wife—*I know it's
not very nice, but you had better eat it
dear. I hate to see it wasted.'—Chi-
cago Madl.

—Times are protty hard with some of
the small brokers in the new bourd of
trade distriet, A deaf and dumb man
went into an office in the open Board of
Trade Buoilding the other day, and,
seizing a piecce of paper, wrote: **I am
hungry." The broker fook the piece of
paper, read the unhappy words and
serawled under them: "éu am L""—Chi.
cago Herald.

—She should have darned "em—

The beautiful maiden Is shopping to-day,
uite busy, and to her sarprise,
While through the thronged street she Is
taking her way,
Her benu In the street ghe esples,
Good graelous! 'tis awinl! He's coming, no
douht,
And swilt to her heart strikes n pain;
The sves of affection will single her out,
&'l see hor and speak, that 1s piain,
She halts, blushea rodiy, then crosses the
aireet,
Avolding the vouth that she loves;
The maid It woulll mortify much should they

mest—
There are holes in the tips ol her gloves!
— Boston Dourder.

S —

A GREEN ONE.

He Buys a Prairie-Dog Town for s Mink
Colony,

“There are some mighty green men
in this world," said the passenger from
the West, “and Istruck one of ‘em a
week or two ago. If 1 hadn’t 1
wouldn't be here now. Last spring I
went out in Western Nebraska and
homesteaded a quarter section. I hadn't
sean the land, but took it supposin’ it
was all right. But when I got there
I found it alrendy inhabited, About
one hundred and fifty acres of the
one hundred and sixty were covered
with a prairie<dog town. Well, 1 con-
einded to settie down and see what I
could do, and U'm mighty glad now
that 1 did. About two weeks ago I
was up to the railroad station trying to
get trusted for some bacon and flour
and terbacker, an' feelin' right smart
discournged. 1 was out of money and

ub, and the winter was comin’ on
ast, an I couldn’t see anyway out of it
but to eat prairie dogs, and they're
mighty hard to eatch. But that day
was the turning point in my luck.
While I was at the station an i:ng]iah-
man got off the cars, an' =aid as how
he was out West lookin® for n place to
make an investment. Said he'd heard
o' the fur business, an' wanted to
know if he wus out in the fur country
yet.

“+Furs,” says I, ‘there hain't no't'—
an' just then an idea struck me, an’ 1
changed my tune. ‘Furs,” says [, ‘there
ain't no better fur country than this on
‘arth. Just come out to my place till I
show you my fur farm.’

“And he went out with me, an’ 1
showed him the prairie<dog town, an',
a8 luck would have it, it was a bright,
sunny day, an’ the dogs were out scoot-
in' around by the hundreds,

“ ‘Talkin' about fars,” says I, ‘what
d’ye think of that? ['ve been six years
ﬁrnwin' those mink, an' hain't =old a
ide. It's all natoral grease. Guess
they's "hout seven thousand of 'em now,
an' they donble every year. How many
will there be in ten years?

“You oughter seen that Englishman’s
eyes open as be took out his pencil an’
figured it up. He made it 7.168,000
mink.

““Well,” says 1, call it 5,000,000 to be
on the safe side. It won't cost a dollar
to keep “em, either, an’ if they're worth
a cent they're worth a dollar apiece.
There's millions in it.’

“Then we got right down to business
an’ in less than an hour I had sold out
for seven thousand dollars cash, an' the
next day I paid three hundred and ffty
dollars for the homestead at the Land
Otice, my patent and transferred it
o bes sad twok the first train for the
East. Step into the buffer with me,

lw an' take a drink.''— Chicage |

READING FOR THE YOUNG.
TSMALL AND TRIFLING."

In rimlr hand you hold an acorn,
seming It & worthless thiog,
And you east it from your keeping.
Ruiny and dow, and sunlight, bring,
Blowly, surely, an awikening
To the neorn’s little heart,
Till the tiny germ within It
Makes a sudden, silent start.

Time goes on, You have forgotien
All about the little shell,

Which, ns yeurs slip Into decades,
Works its seorot mission woll.

Ah, could you but read the future,
Bea what coming years can tell,

You would souree believe the wonders
Bpringing from that acorn shell!

First you fee come slowly peoping
From the ground o tiny sprout;
Boon ‘twould bo a tender sapling,
Sonding budding leatlets vut.
Then you'd see, us years passod onward,
What, as boy, you'd thrown nway
Making cool nnd greateful shndow
For your silvered bead sowe day.

You would see the forest growing
Hound the grand old parent tree;
Hear the woodman's axe recounding,

And the busy bulldurs see
At their work on ship and dwelling;
Boo the vessel proudly glide,
Clrryin? i precious burden
O'er vhe ocean wild und wide.

Ah, my Doye, we enn not slwinys

From n cause judge Its effvol.
Grand results may lie safe hidden

In some duty you'd nogleet
Jusgt because “twas enall and trifling.

my lads, just watch; you'll sce

All through life that ieifies often

Make or mar a destiny.

=, @, Tharin, in Gelden Doys.
———

“THE LITTLE COLONEL."

How He Showed His Love for Those Who
Had Loved and Befriended Him—His
Falthful Dog.

“Well, my man," asked the Colonel
somewhat anxiously as  he slowly
stirred his breakfast coffee, ‘‘what
news this morning "'

The orderly stood straight as an ar-
row before his superior officer, and sa-
luted with military precision when he
was spoken to.

“Very bad, sir,"
“There are four new cases, and some
of the other men are sickening."

The Colonel's little son put down the
brend he was eating, and scanned the
orderly’s face with distressful serutiny.

“Dear me! Dear me!”" said his kind.
hearted father, hastily swallowing a
few more mouthfuls. “This iz a bad
business, Where is the doctor now,
Burns!"

“In the Second ward, sir.”

“Tell bim I will be there directly."
And in a few minutes he hurried away,
leaving his little son and a huge New-
foundlund dog to finish their breakfast
at their leisure.

“Nilus,” said the Jittle fellow, rest-
ing his hand on the dog's shaggy head;
“what will we do about it?"

The dog looked up with deep sym-

mthy expressed in his beautiful oyes,
ut he could not think of anything to
su g‘?.‘il.
our years before when the regiment
was erossing & streteh of desert in
Egypt, the good dog following after
had fainted and fallen for want of
water. Then the boy had come to the
rescus, and with pitying heart knelt
down on the hot sand, and gave the
animal his share, Nilus, looking up
into the little white face bending over
him, licked the child's hand with rap-
turous gratitude, and from thut time
to this had followed him night and
day.

For two years they had been n Ber-
muds, and the clum}{:u from the ex-
hausting climate of Egypt had done
much for the hoyv's health. But still
the pale face and tiny form would
never be ruddy and strong, as the sol-
diers would fain like to see them. For,
even more than tu his busy father, it
was to them that little Jerome Mait-
land owed his bringing up.

Hiz mother had died at his birth, and
during his babyhood he had been ear-
ried about first in one pair of strong
nrmg, then in another.

When the officers’ wives would inter-
Yere and carry him off he wounld ery
most piteously for his rough nurses,
until they were obliged to call in one
favorite young subaltern to  pacily
him.

Aund now these moen, whom he loved,
and with whom he had spent all his
little Tife, were dying. How many
limes had they watched” beside him in
liis childish illnesses, or made the tedi-
ous days of camp life bright for him
with some elever device!

“We must do something about 1f,
Nilus,”" he repeated, with a little dry
sob, “‘but what can we do?”

He stood at the door and looked up
wistfully at the barrack hospital.

Just then Lieutenant Fearing passed
with two or three books under his arm,
He watched him as he went by with
slow, grave step, and suddenly an idea
came into his head. He knew what
Fearing was going to do—read to the
men; and wﬁy conld he not do the
same thing?

No sooner did the thought occurto
him than he started off to take a look
at his collection of books.  They were
not many, or particnlarly choice. There
was “The Boy's Own Book', one or
two “Annuals™, some volumes of fairy
tales, and a beautiful illustrated edition
of “Jack the Giant Killer”. He lin-

ered over this. Perhaps they might
ike to see the pietures, and it was such
large, elear print he could read it easi-
ly. So choosing this at length he and
Nilus started off for the hospital.

Before he had reached thefloor, how-
ever, he was stopped by the officer of
the day.

* My orders don't admit of Hour go-
ing in there, sir.”’ he said decidedly.

* Oh please, Frith," pleaded Jerome,
*I wont stop long.” But the soldier
shook his head.

“They're too knocked up to pay
much attention, even to you, sir, nt
there are a lot of fellows in the conval-
escent hospital.  P'raps you might go
there.” So Nilus and Jerome started
off again, and this time met with no ob-
stacle

The men were all seated or lying
around in different attitndes in the
common room, some of them playi
cards. But when they looked ap an
saw the slight, boyish form standing in
the door-way the cards were
aside, and a chorus of welcome to their
“little Colonel" was heard on all sides.

“I thought perhaps you might be

he answered.

a little, **so I brought one of my pict-
ure books to read to you," and he set-
tled himself on one of the high wooden
ohnirs, and opened the book. .
SALL right, little Colonel, fire away,
the man said cheerily, and as soon a8
the clear childish voice commenced not
a sound was heard in the room, the
great burly fellows following with al-
most childish interest and respeet -the
varied fortimes of ‘‘Jack the Giant
Killer'. _

At the conclusion the child - said, &
little timidly: *Lieutenunt Fearing al-
ways reads a little prayer when he gets
through. I haven't any book to read
it out of, but we can say one.”

Then kneeling down on the stone
floor, to the utter astonishment of the
men, he reverently repeated the Lord's
Prayer.

One by one they joined in, and when
the little fellow rose, from his knees
with & radiant gountenance and trotted
off with Nilus, there were many re-
quests for him to “come again'' and
“give us another reading’".

T fever waxed and waned, but
th it all the convalescent ward
kept-Protty full.

ay after day, no matter how hot or
windy, Jerome would elimb up the
steep hill leading to the hospital and
there read his little simplo stories and
repeat his daily prayer. He wanted so
much to do something for them, these
rough nurses and playfellows of his,
whom he loved, and this was all he
could think of. The rough men knew
and appreeiated the feeling, and. wel-
comed their “little Colonel" with ready
sloye and sympathy.,

But, dear me! How warm the days
were beginning to grow. A hot si-
rocco blew constantly from the sonth-
ern seas, making all lfw foliage but the
Pride of Indian trees look dead and
drooping. Even the ocean beat on the
eliffs below the barracks at Prospect
with a dull, sullen sound. Each morn-
ing it seemed to be harder than tho Inst
for Jorome to climb wp that sunny in-
cline towards the hospital, and at
length one morning he was too tired to
go at all.

When the doctor saw him he shook
his head.

“He has got & slight attack of fever,”
he said, *but T amy afraid there is not
much strength to cdrry itofl.”

A week passed, but he did not seem
to get much better, until one night
when the stars were shining glorviously
and the sen was very still, the angels
came down from the Throne of God
and carried Jerome back with them,
leaving only his little tired body sleep-
ing on his white bed.

But his father had not seen the angels,
neither had the soldiers. So, when
they eame to lay him to rest in the sol-
diers’ cemetory, and fire a parting su-
lute over the tiny mound, there was not
a dry eye in all that regiment.

Poor Nilus! He could not tell what
it all meant. And when they went
away and left his little master with
only the sea to talk to him vll the long
day and night, he lay down beside the
srave and no one could get him away.

fut the next morning at the same hour

that Jerome always went to the hos-
Eilnl. Nilus was seen gravely wending
is way up there, and walking into
the common room took his usual place.
The men gathered around him with
many expressions of endearinent, but
he scemed to take all their advances
guietly. In about an hour's time he
g‘ol. up and went away, but esch da
the same thing was repeated. It al-
most seemed that, unseen to them, the
apirit of the boy still lingered among
them. And ofd Nilus did much to-
ward keeping warm and bright in their
hearts the recollection of his little mas.
ter's gentle, loving ways. As often as
they saw the faithful dog approaching,
their usual avoeations were put nside,
and that hour for many long months
was kelﬂ saored to the memory of theiy
little Colonel. Never an oath or an
unkind word did Nilus ever hear in
his presence, and the men were bet
ter and purer for the memory of the
child-life that had gone out from their
midst.

*“Tell us the story about the little
Colonel and Nilus!' the soldiers' chil-
dren would say in after years as they
ciimbed on their fnthers’ knees,

So the oft-tald tale wastepeated with
faltering lips, to be' treasured up in the
hearts of many who had never known
him.-—N. Y. Observer.

O ———— R

THE ENGINEER'S STORY,

Two Red Lights on the Track Look Like
a Mountain of Red Stone,

“Ever ride on an engine on a dark,
stormy night, eh? Have you learned
what ared light means? I remember
one bleak, dreary night in the winter
of 1877, I was running on the Erie.
We were behind time, and were skim-
ming down the hill toward Alden,
when we rounded the curve and saw
what seemed to be a blaze of red lights
before us. It seemed to me that the
country was on fire. My heart jumped
into my throat, and I thought my time
had come. I reversed my lever, put
on the air-brakes, and opened the
throttle wide. My fireman had jump.
ed, with serious conseqnences to hime
self, and I thought T was a goner. [
let one brief prayer escape frum my
lips, and felt a terrible jarring.

“*At first it flashed through my mind
that we had struck, but as I heard the
jurring of the wheels I found that we
were almost at a dead stop, the wheels
slipping on account of the force of the
steam which had run np. Just about
two feet from us was the caboose of a
freight train which we would have run
into had we not stopped in time. After
the excitement wax over one infernal
fool of a passenger came ap and asked
why we had stopped so quick, swear-
ing at both the road and myself for
stopping trains so quick. The cylinders
of my engine cut a little on account of
the cinders which were drawn in
through reversing, but beyound that no
damage was done.

“You can het your bottom dellar
my boy, that the two red lights on the
back of that caboose looked to mé that
night more like a great mountsin of
rod stope on the track than they did
like two inoffensive crimsor lights."—

kind of dull,” observed Jerome, after

Buffain Exvress.




